COMMENTARY

Self-confident among the laughter and the petits verres,
Or motionless a?id lonely like a moping cormorant,
In all their living are profoundly implicated.

This is one sector and one movement of the general war
Between the dead and the unborn, the Real and the

Pretended,
Which for the creature who creates, communicates, and

chooses,

The only animal aware of lack of finish,
In essence is eternal. When we emerged from holes
And blinked in the warm sxinshine of the Laufen Ice
Retreat,

Thinking of Nature as a close and loyal kinsman,

On every acre the opponents faced each other,

And we were far within the zone where casualties begin.

Now in a world that has no localized events,
Where not a tribe exists without its dossier,
And the machine has taught us how, to the Non-Human

That unprogressive blind society that knows

No argument except the absolute and violent veto,

Our colours, creeds and sexes are identical,

The issue is the same. Some uniforms are new,

Some have changed sides; but the campaign continues:

Still unachieved is Jen, the Truly Human,

This is the epoch of the Third Great Disappointment:
The First was the collapse of that slave-owning empire
Whose yawning jnagistrate asked, 'What is truth?'
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